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..... King! What can I say ? Nothing is so dear as Life. Otherwise, how
could I forget my dead father in the very moment in which I suffered so
terrible a blow. No one could be so heartless as I. I forgot all gratitude.
He had denied himself food to give it me; had kept me by his side with
loving care; had brought me up under great hardship. But I forgot all grief
at the loss of my parents and tried to save my life. Who could be so callous ?

King, I was so tired that I could not even walk. The way was difficult to
tread; my body was covered with dust; I was wretched; my feet tottered
with fatigue. I longed for death, but it did not come. My sight was blurred;
my heart trembled; my mind stood still. Thirst made me miserable, but
water was far away. King! I stumbled at every step.1

At another place, the poet graphically describes how
the women of the royal place exchange remarks about each
other. They are typically GujaratL Additions in the
interest of realism are also made at appropriate places
without destroying the flow of the poem.

Bhalana is the greatest artist in the language for portray-
ing parental and domestic feelings. The maid describes
to Tarapida his queen's yearning for a child in words full of
grace and feeling.

While talking, Oh King, she says: "Life is wasted. I never kissed a child of
mine, never pressed it close to my heart. I never saw the smiling face of a
son, beautiful with two tiny teeth looking up to me as I fed him with milk.
Never did I hear, with joyful heart, anklets jingling on his feet as he stumbl-
ed along on his toes. Oh ! What shall I do now ? I shall never see him return
from school, ink-pot and writing-board in hand, running up to me, clinging to
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